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last I found I must give way. Not to offend M. d'Or-
leans by yielding to another after having refused to
yield to him, I waited until he should again speak to
me on the subject, so that he might give himself the
credit of vanquishing me. I did not wait long. The
Prince attacked me anew, maintained that nothing
would be more useful to him than an intimacy between
myself and Maisons, who scarcely dared to see him,
except in secret, and with whom he had not the same
leisure or liberty for discussing many things that might
present themselves. I had replied to all this before;
but as I had resolved to surrender to the Prince (after
the authority of the Due de Beauvilliers had van-
quished me), I complied with his wish.

Maisons was soon informed of it, and did not let my
resolution grow cold. M. le Due d'Orleans urged me
to go and sleep a night in Paris. Upon arriving there,
I found a note from Maisons, who had already sent an
ocean of compliments to me by the Prince and the
Duke. This note, for reasons to be told me after-
wards, appointed a meeting at eleven o'clock this night,
in the plain behind the Invalides, in a very mysterious
manner. I went there with an old coachman of my
mother's and a lackey to put my people off the scent.
There was a little moonlight. Maisons in a small car-
riage awaited me. We soon met. He mounted into
my coach. I never could comprehend the mystery of
this meeting. There was nothing on his part but ad-
vances, compliments, protestations, allusions to the
former interview of our fathers; only such things, in
fact, as a man of cleverness and breeding says when he